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myself, and draw the edges neatly together. By the way, I think
all excisions will have to be marked by an asterisk.
The book comes fresher to me. There is an old-maidish neat-
ness and fastidiousness about the style, and that pleases me, even
where it passes over the edge into priggery: but it's a perverse
work. I shy off all the 'popular7 moments. For instance one night
I went down to destroy a bridge, and found it occupied by a work-
ing party. We had the nearest shaves: I leave them to be inferred.
Creeping back I stepped (bare-foot) on a snake. The fact is men-
tioned, in one line: and the next four lines give a precise and
elaborate description (done with the finicky perfection of an arm-
chair sitter) of the reflection of star-light on rocky ground. That's
what I mean by perversity: the shying off the obvious and per-
sonal, and the stressing detached points, which a one-eyed man
(or a man with his heart in the job) would not have seen. It makes
the book unearthly in feel: but I like parts of it. The feast in the
Howeitat tents, for a set-piece, is well done: and after all set-
pieces are legitimate, though less breath-catching than sky-
rockets. By the way there aren't any sky-rockets in The Seven
Pillars.
Barracks forbid the leisurely consideration of style-niceties.
So I'm not making those tiny improvements which would mean
so much in the general flavour of the work. It all sounds, doesn't
it, as if I meant to publish the abridgement: and I shall very
much despise myself if I do. Only to face thirty-five years of
poverty hurts even more than to smash my self-respect. Honestly
I hate this dirty living: and yet by the decency of the other
fellows, the full dirtiness of it has not met me fairly. Isn't it a
sign of feebleness in me, to cry out so against barrack-life? It
means that I'm afraid (physically afraid) of other men: their
animal spirits seem to me the most terrible companions to haunt
a man: and I hate their noise. Noise seems to me horrible. And
yet I'm a man, not different from them; certainly not better.
What is it that makes me so damnably sensitive and so ready to
cry out, and yet so ready to incur more pain? I wouldn't leave the
R.A.F. tomorrow, for any job I was offered.
The Uxbridge notes you have misunderstood. They aren't
third degree: or like my lost Arabian notes: but photographs,